512                                       APPENDIX.
the sound of the breakers in the Bay. He was so short-sighted that the moon, without a glass, seemed to him like a shield across the sky1.
He came into my room one day looking for any new book to feed upon: he took down one by Stevenson called Praying and Working, an account of German Ragged Schools; he told me afterwards he had read it with great pleasure; he was keen to get De Morgan's From Matter to Spirit.
On Lionel's birthday we acted a little Play or Charade: the first scene, to represent the word 'lion,' was the interlude of Pyramus and Thisbe from Midsummer Nights Dream ; the servants were admitted to the performance, and laughed heartily at Wall, the Moon, and other grotesque characters. Tennyson remarked that this confirmed his opinion of the enduring popularity of broad Comedy in England.
Tennyson always said that his childhood had been at times very unhappy; and his desire was to make Hallam and Lionel's childhood as happy as possible: he encouraged Lionel, who had some talent for drawing, to copy natural objects.
He used sometimes to read aloud in the evening, in a deep sustained sonorous voice. I remember little Hallam warning me not to trouble him when he was smoking his first morning pipe, when he used to think that his best inspirations carne.
At the time of these Recollections I was not in good health, sometimes suffering from fits of melancholy; on one such occasion he said, " If you wish to kill yourself don't do it here : go to Yarmouth and do it decently"; on another occasion he said, " Just go grimly on." I once spoke of Christ as an example of failure. " Do you," said he, " call that failure which has altered the belief and the social relations of the whole world?"
Mr Allingham writes :
Oct. $rd, 1863. Saturday. We drove to Farringford (Mrs A., Clough and W. A.), picking up on the way Pollock and his son. Drawing-room tea, Mrs Tennyson in white, I can sometimes scarcely hear her low tones. Mrs Cameron, dark, short, sharp-eyed, one hears very distinctly. I wandered to the book-table where Tennyson joined me. He praised Worsley's Odyssey. In a book of Latin versions from his own poetry he found some slips in Lord Lyttelton's Latin Cytherea Venus, etc. "Did I find Lymington very dull?" I told him that
1 He said  that he never saw the  two end stars in the tail of "Ursa Major" separate.   To his eyes they intersected one another.